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If you reſent, or wiſh a Woman ill, 
Bat turn her ver one Moment to ber Will. 
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mV ER did the Muſe the Female Sex befriend, 
o praiſe their Good, their Frailties to amend; 
And mine ſhalt be employ'd to no worſe End. 
The Joy and Pain they ive, E will not name, 
By harder Labour . my Fame; 
et ee indeed, a Woman to te- 


J Not by Advice, for that wor'd {li be, 
| | While Women think themſelves as wife as We: 
4 - * By ſetting others Torments up to View, 

I hope to ſeparate the Vice from You. 


And, O, kind Heaven grant theſe Lines may prove, 
A uſeful Warning to the Girl I lo — 
Tho * Cle once ſhone out, and liv ar eaſt, —=* {Go 
Ladies, we know, like Scholars, take Degrees: , 
* When 
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| When firſt the Milkmaid puts her Charms to ſale, 


Of Silk and Handers-Lace does ſeldom fail; 


Wich fine Gold Watch; in Lodgings near the Court; 


She treats with Beaux, and makes our Nobles Sport; 
Shines out the firſt at ev ry publick Place, 


And from the Play is handed by his Grace: 
Purſues exactly all the Gentry's ways, 


Like them the runs in Debt ---- like them ſhe Pays; 


Like them ſhe Paints (delightful Beauty's Vail) 

And turns her honeſt Red to Courtly Pale. 

Head of the Mode. Of ev'ry Club the Toaſt 
She feeds her Grandeur at her Tradeſmens Coſt : 

Fine Dames of Pleaſure (who diſdain to hoard) 

Learn her to ſquander what ſhe can't afford, 

And my Lord teaches her to -— keep her Word. 


Thus while her Purſe is full, his Lordſhip kind, 
The blinded Creature never looks behind; 
To Reaſon deaf; will nought but Vice attend; 


Nor fees the Folly, nor yet dreads the End; 


Till Pleaſure vaniſhes, and Griefs ariſe ; \_ 
Her Wiſdom grows &en as her Fortune flies; 


But dear's the Knowledge which Experience buys. 


Twice twelve Moriths ſpent, in this gay, thoughtleſs Life, 


. 


She comes to Linen-Gown and round. ear d Quoif. 


And leaves her furniſt'd Lodgings in Pall. Mall. 
Crying — The Hay: Market will do as ell. 
Pawning her Watch, declares ſhe has been told 
That Pinchbeck's Metal looks as well as Gold. 
It is the Faſhion too; at Court you find, | 
Few Ladies wear of any other kind. 

Each Day a Head, a Smock, or Suit of Clothes, 
In fad Succeſſion to the Broker's goes. . 


No more ſhe ſhines with Nobles in the Park, 
But takes a City Prentice for a Spa; | 
(Who robs the Till to give her Preſents large, 

And keeps his Harlot at his Maſter's Charge.) 
With Old and Young, with ev'ry Comer treats, _ 
And juſt, with all her Profit ---- poorly cats. 
At length, their Suits obtain'd, her Clients fail, 


Nor can her Perſon, or her Wit prevail; 
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All weary, to ſome freſher Beauties ſtray, 

Leaving the Wretch a whole Month's Rent to pay. 
The cruel Landlord, joyful at her Fall, 
Turns her away, and ſeizes on her All. 

This unthought Blow all hopes of Joy defeats, 
And gives a frightful Proſpect of the Streets; 
Where ſhe muſt now the midnight Sot regale, 

For Sixpence dry, and Sixpence ſpent in Ale. 
Dejected thus, and overcome with Pain, 

She ſeeks her laſt Reſort in Prury- Lane; 

| Where rank Diſeaſes on her Joys attend, 

And only finds in Death a teal Friend. 


Since This of moſt Town Ladies is the Fate, 
Be wiſe, ye Fair Ones, ere it be too late 

And think the Hints theſe Verſes do impart, _ 

Are friendly Meanings from an honeſt Heart. 

What tho upon a Guinea Cull you frown, | 

The Time may come you'll jump at Half a Crown. 17011 
Tho now ſilk Clothes and Velvet you poſſeſs. 
A ſhort Cloke yet may be your Sundays Dres 8 
Ana, nat 15 more, be pawh'd to buy your Mondays Mes. 

At ev'ry Opera, and Play, you grace. 

You pay your Crown, and take the higheſt Place : 

Yer Fate may frown, and you be glad to ger, | 

By ſome fond Actor's Order, in the Pit. 

Fortune does now, nor Chair, nor. Coach deny, 

Yer you may walk in Pattins ere you die, 


This to avoid, preſerve what Fools disburſe, 
For ev'ry Day ye grow a Shilling worſe : 
'Tis Money makes the Tradeſman kind and juſt; | 
And * King (tho gen'rous) wou'd be loth to truſt --- * Maſter of « fa. 
Your Sparks, who now are laviſh of their Meat, Se 
Wou'd grudge to feed you, did you want to eat : 
Friendſhip and Credit with our Fortunes riſe, 
And none their Help (if we don't want) denies; | 
But, if we fail, the beſt Profeſſor flies. 


But ſome (cho old) yet bear a higher Hand, 
And keep an Iriſo Stallion at command; 


B But 


* 


[6] 
Bur theſe have in their Youth ſo wary been, 
They live and flouriſh now from others Sin: 
With Clothes they furniſh Damſels in Diſtreſs, 
And ſeize on half her Profit for her Dreſs. 


Marcia, with all the Virtues of a Prude, 
Diſcreetly fooliſh, and devoutly lewd, 
Stranger to Love, grudges to ſpend a Soule, 
And is a Rebel to King's Coftee-Houſs, 
After no foreign Vice will Marcia roam, |; 
But, wiſely acts her Follies all at home. 
Of the worſt fort, ſure Marcia is the work, 
Het Gains by Whoring ſhe lays out in Luſt; 
But hates a Man, will no Advances mae 
Yet prays that Heav'n may ſtrengthen Strephan's Back, 
And tho' aſham'd to let a Strippling do't, 
She keeps a brawny Stallion fal ſix Foot. 

Happy the Man to ſuch brave Stature born, 
How many Men Hibernian ſix Foot horn 
And O! ye Cits, of Prentices beware, 
Who have the Figure re a the Bis, 
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Leſt your dear Spoufe ſhou'd have more Lult than Grace, 
And take your Prentice to ſupply your Place: | ; 
Laborious Boy! who ſo employs his Life, 

And ſerves a Prenticeſhip to Man and Wirte 

Who can his Maſter's Work i'th' Warchoulc do, 

And ſerve his Miſtreſs in her Chamber too. 


And O! be warn'd, ye Husbands of the Coure, 
Who wed for Int reſt, and keep Whores for Sport, 
(For often there the poor miſtaken Dame, 
Is wed to nothing but her Husband's Name:) 
While thus you rove, and ſeek abroad Delight, 
Your Footman may at home your. Lady right; 
Tho' to bad Courſes not at ft inclin'd, 

But hoping Vengeance, ſpitefully is kind: 

Nor think that Honour's Notions can remove, 
The juſt Revenge of long neglected Love; 

Tho' ſhe a Lady, he a Servant be, 

Titles have Paſſions, Poverty can ſee. 


You'l 


| LY ] 
| Youll find (if juſtly you the Matter ſcan) 
York fol i fully ro Mane Gay 


But this Digreſſion I muſt now forbear, 
For while I write, new Themes appear. 
- Behold but Mira, neither good nor fair, 
Her Thoughts and Actions footy as her Hair; 
Her tawny Face with nauſeous Paint o erſpread, 
Made of Hog's Greaſe. --— ſhou d be ſooner led 


To kiſs the Hog when living, than his Far when dead 


Mira no Praiſe will have, nor ever had, 

But that of being moſt ſupremely bad. 

She to her Friends the greateſt Torment Proves, 
And moſt abuſes whom he moſtly loves. 


©  Falvid's ſo vicious, and of Luſt fall, 
Thar ſhe's at once a Harlot and a Cull. 


Alelanis view, who boaſts no other Worth, 
Than that ſhe never: ſpoke without an Oath: 
For Merit, Julia with Melania vies, _ , _ 

Ou atways IWCars, and rother always lyes; 


See Lucia pains and triumphs o'er 2 Lord, 
Who told her ſo: - He faid it on his Word: 
His Word's his Bond; my Lord can ne'er deceive, 
For what he ſays, no Mortal will believe; | 
Proud of the Coxcomb's Praiſe, ſhe grants his Will, | 
Nor thinks her Virtue ſoil'd, her Action ill. 
'Tis Merit to be made a great Man's Whore, 
And all the Crime is yielding to the Poor. 


— 


Never, ye fair Ones, of your Conqueſts boaſts 
For by thoſe very 9 are loſt; 
Blinded by Pride, new Victims ſtill you crave, 
Slight honeſt Lovers, and fair Offers wave, 
Nor ſee that Man is Victor, tho he ſeems the Slave. 


And yer your Arts the wiſeſt can enthrall ; 
Your Charms ſo mighty, that you conquer all. 


Nature 


* — 
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Nature has made the Male robuſt and wiſe, 


And given Woman Power in her Eyes: 
Your Senſe we blame, think we ſhould only rule, 
And yet not one but is 4 Woman's Fool. - 


Be cautious, Youth, and ſhun the fatal Snare, 


Nor think that all are honeſt, that are fair. 
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See Witleſs next | 2 Pri: 
Sweet as the Roſe, and as the Junquile fought, 
Let at the Price of Butterflowers bought; 


* 
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No fairer Plant does in our Iſland ſtand. 
Yet to be pluck'd by ev'ry Peaſant's Hand 


To ev'ry Fool that has the Price to Pay: 


In better Soil you ſhou'd have been brought forth, 
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And never ſmelt, but by who knew l your Worth 
Your Careleſneſs, above another's Art 
Can charm the Senſes and engage the Heart: 
Nature has giv'n you ev'ry 8 to pleaſe, 


Which, grateful, you employ to Nature's Eaſ: 
All that behold vou, feel a Lovers Pain: 


1 


Pity ! ſuch Sweetneſs e er ſhou d fall a Preß/ 
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Nor can the worthieſt long your Heart rerain* - .” 


Too gogd to let a Lover pine, or pall; 


But, gen'rous-hearted, you relieve them all. 


Nor can I cenſure you for this free Mind, 
Since 'tis but Charity to Humankind, 
Beauty, like yours, ſhou'd never be confin d. 


Why ſhould we praiſe a Woman for Diſdain? 
Can there be Merit in creating Pain? 
For oft their Coldneſs, when ja | 
Does not from Virtue, but from Pride proceed 
And oft the Dame whom virtuous we 1mpure, 
Has fewer Virtues than the Proſtitute. 


Witleſs, to You I dedicate my Lays, 
The only Ends theſe Verſes do purſue, 
Are to divert, amend, and profit you, 


! * 
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r. Love we plead, 


| . | * ». Ip = 9 
Hoping no other Payment but your Praiſe; 
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